The Tragedy 

Vpon Ms party for the gaine thereof, 

'/me! thereupon he fends you this good ncwst 
That this fame very day, your enemies, 

Tiie kindred of theQueene,mud dye at Pomfret'. 

Haft. Indeed I am no mourner for this news, 
Becauiethev hauebeeneftill mine enemies: 

Butyihatile glue my voyce on Richards fide. 

To feme my mailers heires in true defeat, 

God knows I will not doc it to the death* 
LW.Godkeepeyour Lordfhip in that gracious mind. 
Haft. But I ihall laugh at this a twelmonth hence 
That thejf who brought me to my mailers hate, 

J liue to Jooke vpon their tragedy: 

I rell thee Catesby. Cat. What my Lord? 

Haft. Ere a fortnight make me elder, 
lie lend fome packing that yet thinkes not one it* 

Cat. Us a vile thing to dye my gracious Lord 
When men are vnprepard,and Iooke not for it* 

Haft, O monftrous,mondrous,and fbit fals out 
W ith Riuers yFaughasijGraj , andfb.tjviU.doe 
Wifh fome men elfe, who thinke themfelues asiafe 
As thousand I,who as thou knowft are deare 
To Princely Richard , and to Buckingham. 

The Princes both make high account of you 
For they account his head vpon the bridge- 
Haft.l know they do andThaueyvelldeferud it. 

Enter L»rd Stanley . 

What my L* where is your Boarc-fpeare man? 

Fcare .you the Bore,and goe you fo vnprouided ? 

Stan. My L* good morrow : good morrow Catesbj : , 
You may idl on, but by the holy Rood, 

I doc not like theie feuerall counfels* 

Haft. Nfy L. I hold my life as deare as you doe yours, 
And neuer in my life I doe protell, 

V Vas it more precious to me then it is now, 

Thinke you but that I know our date fecure, 

T would be fo triumphant as lam? 

Stan. The lords at Pomfret when they.rode from Lends*, 
Were iocund,and liippofd their dates was furc. 

And 


■aw: 


of Richard the Third. 

And indeede had no caufe to midrud : 

Buryet you fee how foone the day orecaft, • 

This hidden fcab of rancor I mifdoubt, 

Pray God I fay, I proue aneedleffecoward. 

But come my Lord fhall we to the T ow er ? 

Haft. I go •: but day, heare you not thenewes t 
This day thole men you talke of are beheaded, 

St a. They for their truth might better vveare their heads. 
Then fome that haue accufed them weare their hats: 

B ut come my. L. let vs away . Exit.L . S t amey t & C at • 

Haft \ Go you before He follow prefently* 

Enter H siftings A Purftuant. 

Haft . Well met Haftings ,hort'$ces the world with thcc? 
Par.The better that it pleafe your good Lordfhip to ask? 
Haft. I tell theefellow, tis better with me now, 

1 heKAvhen I met thee lad where now we meete 
Then was I going prifoner to the Tower. 

By the fuggedion of the Queenes alics : 

But now I tell thee ( keepeictothyjelfe ) 

This day thofe- enemies are put to death. 

And I in better date then euer I was* 

Pur . God hold it to your Honours good content; 
iLiiLGramercy Hastings ^ hold fpend thou that* 

He giues him hispurfe * 

Pur. God faue your Zordfhip*£ , Af»r*I !> »f* Enter aPnefi. 
Haft , What Sir Iohn, you are well met : 

I am beholding to you for your lad dayes exercife : 

Come the next Sabbath, and 1 will content yovi.Hewhifpers 
Enter Buckingham. ( in his ears; 

BucJjLoVJ now Lerd Chambe riaine, what talking with a 
Yourfriends at Pomfret they doe need the Pried* (Pried* 
Your Honour hath no drilling workein hand* 

Haft. Good faith, - and when I met this holy man, 

Thofe men you talke of, came into my minde : 

What, go you to the Tower my Lord ? 

Buc. I do, but long I fhall not day , 

1 fnall returns : before your Lordfhip thence. 

Haft. 1 is like enough for I day dinner there* 

.Stff.And dipper too although thou knowed it net : 


